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Nothing fo hcauy as thefe woes of mine. 

Enter Richard,and Somerfet to fight. 

Rich. So lye thou there: 

For vnderneath an Ale*houfc paltry figne,) 

The Caftle in S. tAlbons, Somerl'cc 
Hath made the Wizard famous in his death: 

Sword, hold thy temper; Heart, be wrathfull ftill: 
Pricftspray for enemies, but Princes kill. 

Tight, Excarfions. 

Enter King,Jdueene,and others, 

Qu. Away my Lord, you are flow, for fhame away, 
Ktug. Can we outrun the Hcauens ? Good Margaret 
flay. 

Qu. What are you made of? You’l nor fight nor fly: 
Now is it manhood, wifedome,and defence, 

Tojgiue the enemy way, and to fccurc vs 
By what we can, which con no more but flyc. 

nAlarum a fane ojf. 

If you be tane, we then fliould fee the bottomc 
Of all our Fortunes: but if we haply fcape, 

(As well we may, if not through your negle£f) 

We (hall to London get, where you are lou’d. 

And where this breachnow in our Fortunes made 
May readily be ftopt. 

Enter Clifford. 

fflif. But that my hearts on future mifeheefe fet, 

I would fpeake blalphcmy ere bid you flye: 

But flye you mud: Vncureablc difeomfite 
Reignes in the hearts of all our prefent parts. 

Away for your relcefc, and we will Hue 
To fee their day,and them our Fortune giue. 

Away my Lord, away. Exeunt 


Thefecon d Tart of Henry the Sixt. 


Alarum. 


^treat. 

and Soldiers,with Drum & Colour **** 


M, Of Salsbury, who can report ofhl 
That Winter Lyon, who in rage forget* ’’ 
Aged contufions, and all brulh of Time . 

And like a Gallant, in the brow of youth 
Repaircs him with Occafion. This happy <!av 
Is not it felfc, nor hauc we wonne one few y 
IfSalsbury be loft. * 

Rich. My Noble Father: 

Three times to day 1 holpe him to his horfe 
Three times beflrid him: Thrice I led him off 
Pcrfwadcd him from any further a<S; * 

But ftiH where danger was, ftill there I met him 
And like rich hangings in a homely houfe * 

So was his Will, in his old feeble body, * 

But Noble as he is, looke where he comes.) 

Enter Salisbury, 

Sal. Now by my Sword.well hafi thou fount,. 
By’th’Mafle fo did we all. Ichankeyou Richard tt0 

God knowes how long it is I hauc to line : 

And it hath pleas’d him that three time* to day 
You haue defended me from imminent death 
Well Lords, we haue not got that which w e haue 
’ fis not enough our foes arc this time fled ' 
Being oppofites offuch repayring Nature.’ 

Tarkg. 1 know our fafety is to follow them 

For (as I hearc) the King is fled to London, * 

T o call a prclent Court of Parliament: * 

Let vspurfuehim ere the Writs go forth. 
Whatfayes Lord Warwicke,(hall we after them? 

fTar. After them; nay before them ifwe can: 
Now by my hand (Lords) Was a glorious day. 
Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Yorke 1 * 
Shall be eterniz’d in all Age to come. 

Sound Drumme and Trumpets, and to London all, 
And more fach dayes as thefe, to vs befall, £ Xt 
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~1 i Miru -? 


The third Part of Henry the Sixt, 

with the death of the Duke of 
YORKE. 


ajfBus Trim us. Scoena Trim a. 


zslUrtim* 

Enter plant agentt, Edward,Richard,N'twfolks, Mount- 
ague, Warwicks, and Souldiers. 

Warwicke. 

Wonder how the King cfcap’d our hands ? 
p/.While wepurfu’d cheHorfmenofy North, 
ft! &?Hc flyly hole away,and left his men: 
fcs^Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whole Warlike eares could neuer brooke retreat, 

Chear’d vp the drouping Army,and himfclfc. 

Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breft 
Chaf’d our maine Battailcs Front: and breaking in, 

\V«e by the Swords of common Souldiers flainc. 

frlto. lord Staffords Father, Duke of 'Buckingham, 

Is either (lainc or wounded dangerous. 

IdefthisBeaucr with a down-right blow : 

That this is true (Father) behold iris blood. 

Mount. And Brother,herc’s the Earle of Wikfhires 
WhomI encountred as the Battels ioyn’d. (blood, 
Rich. Speake thou for me,and tell them what I did. 
Plan. Richard hath beft deferu'd of all my formes: 

But is your Grace dead, my LordofSomerfet i 
Nor. Such hope haue all the line of Iobn of Gaunt. 

Rich. Thus do I hope to {hake King Henries head. 
Warn. And fodoe I,vi£lotious Prince of Yorks. 

Before I fee thee fcated in that T hrone. 

Which now the Houfe of Lancafier vlurpes, 

I vow by Heauen,thefe eyes (hall neuer dofe. 

This is the Pallace of the fearefull King, 

And this the Regall Seat: pofleffc it Yorke, 

For this is thine, and not King Henries Hcires. 

Plant. Affift me then,fweet Warwick., and I will. 

For hither we haue broken in by force. 

Norf. VVcc’le all alfift you: he that flyes.fhall dye; 
P/a«r.Tha.nkcs gentle Norfolk?,Ray by me my Lords, 
And Souldiers flay and lodge by me this Night. 

They goe vp. 

tVanv. And when the King comes,offer him no violence, 
Vnlefle he feeke to chruft you out perforce. 

Mwr.ThcQucene this day here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinkes we fhall be of her counfaile. 

By words or blowes here let vs winne our right. 

Rich. Arm’d as we arc,let’s flay within this Houfe. 

^ V iv. The bloody Parliament fhall this be call’d, 
Vmeffc PIantagenet,Duke of Yorke,be King, 


And baflifull Henry depos’d,whofe Cowardize 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Plant. Then leaue me not,my Lords be refolute, 
’meane to take pofleflionof my Right, 

Warn. Neither the King,nor he that loues him beft, 
The prowdeft bee that holds vp Lancafier , 

Dares ftirre a Wing,if Warwick. fhakc his Bells. 

He plant Plantagenet , root him vp who dares: 

Refolue thee Richard , clayrae the Englilh Crowng. 

Ftourifh. Enter King Henry,CliffordJSlorthnmberland, 
Weftmerland , Exeter, and the refi. 

Henry. My Lords,looke where the fturdie Rebell fits, 
Euen in the Chayrc of State: belike he nieancs, 

Backt by the power of Warwick?, that falfe Pcere, 

To afpirc vnto thcCrowne,and reigneas King, 

Earle of Northumberland, he flew thy Father, 

And thine,Lord Cliffords you both haue vow’d reuenge 
On him,his fonnes,his fauorites,and his friends. 

Northumb. If 1 be not,Hcauens be reueng’d on me, 

Clifford. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in 
Steele, 

Wf/?ws.Wnat,fliaIl we fuffet this;* lets pluck him down. 
My heart forangerburncs,I cannot brooke it. 

Henry. Be patient,gentle Earle of Weftmerland, 

Clifford. Patience is for Poultrooncs,fuch as he: 

He durft not fit there,had your Father liu’d. 

My gracious Lord ,here in the Parliament 
Let vs affayle the Family of Yorke. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken,Coufin be it fo. 

Henry. Ah,know you not the Citie fauours them, 

And they haue troupes of Souldiers at their beck ? 

Wefim. But when the Duke is flaine, they’le quickly 
flye. ; 

Henry. Farre be the thought of this from Henries heart, 
To make a Shambles of the Parliament Houfe. 

Coufin of Exeter,frownes,words,and threats. 

Shall be the Warrc that Henry meanes to vfe. 

Thou fa&ious Duke of Yorke defeend my Throne, 

And kneclc for grace and mercie at my feet, 

I am thy Soueraigne. 

Yorke. I am thine. 

Exet. For fhame come downe,he made thee*Ouke of 
Yorke. 

forks. It was ray Inheritance^ the Earledome was, 

ZVcef.Thy 


























































































